THE  TRAIN

there beside her as though she were a stranger and
talked with her across the barrier which she had set up
But she must have known him at once. The more he
thought about it, the more certain he became that she
had recognized him. With what earnest intentness she
had regarded him, had asked who he was and what he
had been doing before the war. She had wanted to know
what he had become, her pupil who had left his ever-
lasting mark upon her face.

She had not wanted to tell him anything about
herself. ...

What relief, almost joy had been in her voice when she
had said: "Now I want that cigarette, Varyuskha. ..."

She had not smoked it when he was there lest the
match should illuminate her face. And she had got rid
of him quickly before he found out. She had been afraid
that he might recognize her by the tone of her voice.

He had not recognized her, he had never guessed.

How could he?

Almost a quarter of a century had passed. There was
as little likeness between that stern, grey-haired woman
and the former Faina as there was between Danilov and
the boy for whose actions Danilov was not responsible,

That lad with the down on his upper lip and the
laughing Falna with hanging wet hair ... those were
dear figures which had been left at the threshold of life,
Danilov felt no more of that craving, that tenderness,
Or did he? A quarter of a century. .., How many days
and nights, how many thoughts, how many tasks. Grey
hairs on his temples. ... Could a lad long for his own
home, for his own corner? Danilov had.
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